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Poems  1918-1923 


Dedication 


Little  there  is  that  is  our  own — 

Yet  much  less  that  endures — 

And  all  that  I  have  here  to  give 
From  first  to  last  was  yours. 

For  few  can  other  give  than  this — 

That  which  is  not  their  own — 

And  who  can  reap  a  harvesting 
For  which  no  seed  was  sown  ? 

Here  is  my  reaper’s  gathering, 

Harvest  of  heart  and  brain. 

Whose  rather  should  it  be  than  yours 
Whose  hand  has  cast  the  grain  ? 

A  sower,  I  have  watched  you  go 
Up  and  adown  the  field. 

Throwing  the  feathered  streams  of  seed. 
Content  to  wait  its  yield. 

With  foot  and  hand  in  rhythmic  time 
You’ve  dipped  into  your  heart 
And  I  have  heard  the  rain  of  seed 
And  felt  the  young  shoot  start. 

Little  there  is  that  is  our  own — 

Yet  much  less  that  endures — 

And  all  that  I  have  here  to  give 
From  first  to  last  was  yours. 


II 


Tife  Harvesters 


1 

Slow  they  come  at  early  sunrise, 

Take  the  horses  from  their  stalls, 

Take  them  down  the  chains  and  billets 
From  the  cobwebbed  stable  walls. 

Slow  they  come  with  limbs  reluctant 
From  the  pleasant  fields  of  sleep. 
Reapers  of  a  golden  harvest, 

Knowing  merely  that  they  reap. 

Knowing  merely  that  the  daybreak, 
Fashioning  grey  dawn  to  blue. 

Yields  to  them  no  other  dower 
Than  the  stress  of  work  to  do. 

Knowing  merely  that  the  curfew 
Of  the  birds  at  set  of  sun 
Calls  them  back  to  sleep’s  oblivion 
From  the  work  their  hands  have  done. 

Man  and  beast  and  chains  of  harmless 
From  the  darkened  stalls  of  sleep 
Setting  forth  in  silver  daybreak 
Fo  the  fields  that  they  must  reap. 
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THE  HARVESTERS 


II 

Jangling  sings  the  chain’s  faint  music 
To  the  morning  unaware  ; 

Breath  of  man  and  beast  in  vapour 
Turns  to  smoke  upon  the  air. 

In  its  trefoiled  cup  the  dew  bead, 
Crystal  in  its  clear  conceit, 

Trembles  to  a  diamond’s  flashings 
With  the  thunder  of  their  feet. 

Sings  the  first  thrush  on  the  hazel 
Knowing  well  where  dangers  lurk. 
Knowing  well  the  stealthy  footfall 
From  the  feet  that  go  to  work. 

Like  a  lover  with  his  mistress, 

On  the  shoulders  of  the  thorn 
Bryony  hangs  its  ruby  necklace 
For  the  pride  of  being  worn. 

Man  and  beast  and  chains  of  harness^ 
Leather  creaking  against  steely 
And  the  sound  of  footfalls^  heavy 
With  the  fate  they  cannot  feel. 
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THE  HARVESTERS 


III 

Through  the  gate  into  the  cornfield 
Where  their  work  stands  all  to  do, 
Where  in  smoke  the  pigeons  scatter 
To  a  windy  rift  of  blue  ; 

Where  the  sweeping  tide,  high-rising. 

In  the  ocean  of  the  wheat 

Swells  the  bending  waves  and  breaks  them 

Into  silence  at  their  feet ; 

Where  the  furred  and  feathered  creatures. 
Startled  in  the  stilly  morn. 

Find  a  new  fear  and  would  hide  it 
In  dark  forests  of  the  corn. 

What  has  come  to  hurt  the  stillness 
Of  those  honeyed  autumn  days  ? 

They,  who  never  knew  a  harvest 
Or  the  reapers’  song  of  praise ! 

Man  and  beast  and  chains  of  harness^ 

And  the  swift ^  unerring  knife ^ 

And  the  sun  heat^  and  the  wheat  milk^ 

And  the  sharp  surprise  of  life  ! 


THE  HARVESTERS 


IV 

There  has  come  another  music 
Than  the  viols  of  the  trees. 

Than  the  reeded  flute  of  blackbirds, 
Than  the  deep  pipe  of  the  bees — 

Something  sterner  than  the  anger 
Of  the  storms  that  scatter  by. 
Something  mightier  than  the  thunder 
In  the  chancel  of  the  sky. 

Lifting  high  above  the  morning. 

Low,  invariant  in  its  note, 

Rises  up  the  song  of  harvest 
From  the  reaper’s  tireless  throat. 

Far  across  the  country’s  acres 
Swells  the  anthem  of  the  year. 
Drifting  on  the  wind  and  falling, 
Stealing  to  the  sleeper’s  ear. 

Man  and  beast  and  chains  of  harness — 
Here  had  sweet  life  seemed  most  sweet 
To  the  f  urred  and  feathered  creatures 
In  the  forests  oj  the  wheat. 
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THE  HARVESTERS 


V 

Round  the  field  and  round  and  round  it — 
Shaking  manes  and  fanning  tails — 

Moves  the  reaper  moving  surely, 

Spins  the  circle  of  the  flails. 

Like  a  rushing  of  bright  water 
Where  the  gathering  torrent  thrives 
Streams  of  golden  wheat  are  falling 
To  the  mill-wheel  of  the  knives. 

Ripened  mists  of  dust  rise  softly 
Where  the  corn-stems  bend  and  break, 
Softly  rise  and  softly  vanish, 

Scattered  in  the  reapers’  wake. 

Wheat  is  falling,  being  gathered. 
Gathered  with  an  iron  hand. 

Measured  with  the  eye  time  measures. 
As  it  counts  the  falling  sand. 

Man  and  beast  and  chains  of  harness — 
What  new  thing  has  heaven  found  P 
And  the  dark  light  in  the  forest^ 

And  the  shaking  of  the  ground  ! 
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THE  HARVESTERS 


VI 

Hourly  as  the  sun  rides  heaven 
To  the  summit  of  the  day 
And  the  morning’s  boon  of  shadows 
In  the  w^'hite  heat  pales  away — 

Hourly  fall  the  sheaves  and  narrow 
Grow  the  walls  of  standing  wheat. 

Can  you  hear  the  corn-stems  rustle 
With  the  sudden  rush  of  feet  ? 

There  and  there  the  corn-stems  quiver 
As  a  wind  had  passed  them  by — 

Wind  far  lighter  than  a  zephyr, 

Wind  far  softer  than  a  sigh  ! 

Still  moves  on  the  heedless  reaper, 

Beat  the  flails’  untiring  arms. 

Falls  the  wheat  and  throbs  the  music 
Louder  than  a  heart’s  alarms. 

Man  and  beast  and  chains  of  harness — 
What  is  passing  in  God^s  sight  ? 

And  the  lengthening  line  of  wheat-sheaves 
And  the  shortening  hours  of  light ! 
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THE  HARVESTERS 


VII 

Spent  they  stand  in  flames  of  sunset, 
Glittering  flank  and  sweating  thigh, 
Painted  with  the  molten  colours 
From  the  spectrum  of  the  sky. 

Painted  beasts  upon  the  hill-side 
Where  the  evening  shadows  pass. 
Beasts  of  burning  bronze  refulgent. 
Living  beasts  of  burning  brass. 

Down  the  sky  as  drops  a  fire-ball 
Drops  the  sun  in  fumes  of  red. 

And  the  day  with  pall  of  shadows 
Hides  the  pity  of  the  dead. 

Hides  the  warm  fur,  warmly  bleeding. 
Hides  the  quivering  limbs’  disgust. 
Hides  the  sorry  thing,  death  ridden. 
In  the  stubble  and  the  dust. 

Man  and  beast  and  chains  of  harness^ 
Life  and  death  and  evening  fall — 

And  the  terror  and  the  wonder 
And  the  beauty  of  it  all. 
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The  Pheasant 


A  pheasant  from  the  woods  has  made  her  nest 
Here  in  my  garden  where  the  Madonna  lilies  grow. 
And  after  she  has  gone — in  breath  of  June — 

The  scent  of  Mary’s  loveliness  will  blow 

And  faint  the  sorrows  of  the  Christ  be  laden  on  the  air, 

But  she  will  be  in  summer  woods  and  will  not  know. 
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I  am  at  a  Long  Peace 

I  am  at  a  long  peace  in  these  borders, 

The  slow,  sweet  peace  of  scented  hours — 

Day  rising  with  its  song  amongst  the  birds 
And  night  dropped  with  its  dew  upon  the  flowers. 

I  am  at  a  long  peace  in  these  borders 
Yet  back  my  heart  stirs  with  eager  breath 
To  the  sweet  strife  of  love  where  pain  is  joy. 
The  long  assault  of  life  where  peace  is  death. 
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War  Memorial 


I  saw  a  soldier  standing  still 

With,  folded  arms  upon  his  breast. 

By  a  high  stone  on  a  high  hill 

That  built  the  memory  of  his  rest. 

He  lay  not  there,  nor  others  who 
All  in  a  bright  adventure  trod 
The  fields  where  death  in  acres  grew 
To  their  swift  harvesting  in  God. 

None  knew  where  his  bruised  body  lay, 
What  earth  made  mask  for  his  still  face — 
His  spirit  only  barred  my  way. 

There  standing  in  its  native  place. 

There,  standing  where  the  cherry  bloomx 
Dropped  petalled  snow  upon  his  head 
And  the  yellow  blossom  of  the  broom 
Cried  springtime  to  the  living  dead. 

I  saw  the  tunic  that  he  wore 

Was  rent  in  shreds  and  clung  with  mud. 
And  the  dark,  sullen  stains  it  bore 
Had  long  since  lost  the  red  of  blood. 

He  raised  his  head  and  looked  at  me 
And  there,  across  the  golden  day. 

Like  a  deep  shadow’s  cavity 

Of  dark,  I  saw  his  eyes  were  shot  away. 
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WAR  MEMORIAL 


That  once  he  looked,  then  at  his  feet 
Turned  with  his  spirit  eyes  to  gaze 
At  flowers  flung  aside,  once  sweet. 

That  now  were  dead  for  many  days — 

Dead  with  the  reek  and  soil  of  death. 
With  shrunken  leaf  and  prostrate  head. 
With  bitter  and  offending  breath. 

Dead  with  the  unawakening  dead. 
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ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Jay 

Blue- winged  Jay, 

Have  done  your  screeching ! 

Apple  trees 

To  bloom  are  reaching. 

If  you’re  not  careful  what  you’re  at 
A  cockade  you’ll  be  in  a  farmer’s  hat. 
So  fly  away, 

Blue- winged  Jay, 

Fly  away ! 
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ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Cuckoo 

Cuckoo,  I  can  hear  love’s  token, 
Cuckoo,  your  sweet  note  is  broken. 
You  have  lost  your  April  touch — 
Cuckoo — must  you  love  so  much  ? 
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ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Nightjar 

Nightjar,  are  you  softly  homing  ? 
Nightjar,  where  are  you  roaming  ? 

What  do  you  bring  with  your  silent  flight 
Out  of  the  day  into  the  night  ? 

Is  it  the  evening  star. 

Nightjar  ? 

Is  it  the  evening  star  ? 


ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Wren 

Little  brown  wren,  is  that  your  note 
Here  in  the  pocket  of  a  scarecrow’s  coat  ? 
Aren’t  you  scared  to  build  like  that 
So  close  to  a  man  with  a  billy-cock  hat  ? 
’Pon  my  soul ! 

Little  brown  wren, 

You  must  have  faith 
In  the  hearts  of  men  ! 


26 


ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Peemt 

Plover,  plover,  why  are  you  crying 

Over  the  meadows  where  skylarks  sing  ? 

Have  they  stolen  the  hope  in  your  heart  was  lying 
And  robbed  you  your  nest  to  please  a  king  ? 
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ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Thrush 

I  often  wonder  where  you’ve  learnt 
The  music  that  you  sing  to  me 
And  what  diploma  you  have  won 
In  what  inspired  academy. 

None  know  the  classics  here  like  you — 
The  nightingale  has  just  begun — 
But  you  can  sing  the  fugues  of  Bach 
And  all  the  songs  of  Mendelssohn. 
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ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Wagtail 

Aren’t  you  busy,  pied  wagtail ! 

Up  and  down  with  your  washing  pail — 

If  half  the  washerwomen  ran  like  you 
By  Wednesday  there  wouldn’t  be 
Much  washing  left  to  do  ! 

I’ve  never  heard 
You  complain 
That  work  was  hard 
Like  my  girl,  Jane. 

You  feed  the  house,  you  scrub  the  floor — 
Bless  me  !  You’re  off  to  the  pond  once  more 


29 


ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Woodpecker 

Hammer — hammer — hammer 
On  the  hard  oak  tree — 
What  a  mighty  blacksmith 
You  must  be  ! 

Hammer — hammer — hammer 
And  the  echoes  ring 
Up  and  down  the  alleys 
Of  the  woods  in  Spring. 
Long  hard  work, 

So  they  say, 

Makes  Jack  dull 
And  far  from  gay. 

I  never  knew  men. 

Yaffle,  like  you 
Laugh  so  loud 
At  the  work  they  do. 
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ENGLISH  BIRDS 


Starling 


Chatter !  Chatter ! 

What’s  the  matter  ? 

Are  Sam’s  and  Susie’s  faces  black  ? 

Is  it  smoking  ? 

How  provoking ! 

Well,  you  shouldn’t  build  in  a  chimney  stack. 


ENGLISH  BIRDS 


blackbird 

What  an  hour  you  do  begin, 

Blackbird  out  on  the  lawn  ! 

Does  the  sunrise  let  you  in, 

Blackbird  out  on  the  lawn  ? 

O,  if  I  could  wake  like  you 

To  see  the  glint  of  the  day’s  first  blue 
And  wash  my  feet  in  silver  dew. 
Blackbird  out  on  the  lawn ! 
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'Excommunication 


Must  I  like  Adam  leave  the  enchanted  woods  ? 
And  shall  I  hear  their  call  no  more  ? 

Shall  ne’er  the  dove’s  reiterative  note 
Murmur  of  sanctuary  at  the  open  door  ? 

Shall  I  no  longer  tread  the  winter  hush 
Of  leaves,  the  lavish  autumn  spread  ? 

Will  that  live  incense  crucibled  in  sleep 
Sleep  for  me  now  for  ever  in  the  dead  ? 

Will  spring  once  more  about  the  larches  play 
Like  children  kissing,  being  kissed. 

And  I  ne’er  see  the  birches’  naked  limbs 
Flush  to  the  spring  and  vanish  in  green  mist  ? 

If  I  should  knock  at  the  cathedral  doors 
Will  there  no  vergered  woodsman  win 
Consent  from  summer’s  robed  and  mitred  priest 
And  to  the  choral  Benediction  let  me  in  ? 

May  I  no  more  with  sacrificial  fires 
Stand  suppliant  at  autumn’s  gate  ? 

Must  I  with  empty  brazier  turn  away 
And  be  for  ever  excommunicate  ? 
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A  Road  Beneath  the  Dappled  Beeches 

A  road  beneath  the  dappled  beeches  streaked 
And  pied  with  mottled  sun  in  May  ; 

Flowered  parsley  laced  upon  the  shouldered  banks 
And  thrushes  heaping  music  on  the  day  ; 

Joy  of  clear  heaven,  wine  of  morning  air 
And  pigeons’  wings  sharp  clapping  in  the  sky 
At  the  spoiling  rout  of  wheels  biting  the  road 
As  man  and  the  machine  goes  thundering  by — 

Hands  ’customed  on  the  wheel,  yet  clutched  in 
dumb  surprise, 

And  tears  driving  in  a  flood  out  of  the  man’s  eyes. 
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The  White  Hare's  Song 


White  in  the  bracken 
Grey  in  the  wheat, 

Black  where  the  hill 
And  heaven  meet — 

Follow  and  lose  me 
And  follow  again  ! 

Who  seeks  for  beauty 
Finds  pleasure  and  pain. 
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Knocks  at  the  Door 


Knock  at  the  door  of  a  white-thorn  tree 
Lift  up  the  latch  and  cry — 

Are  you  there  ?  Are  you  there  ? 

Oh  my  love  is  gone — 

Have  you  heard  her  steps  go  by  ?  ” 


36 


spring 


We  are  the  Earth,  the  mystery  of  it  and  its  eternal 
wonder, 

Earth  given  abundantly  of  God  and  quickened  for 
the  seed. 

Earth  sealed  with  the  secret  of  life  ere  it  is  broke 
asunder 

By  spearing  corn  blade,  deep-stringed  root  of  grass 
and  the  encroaching  weed. 

There  are  fields  of  life  that  spread  down  to  the 
sheltering  woodland. 

And  furrows  that  bend  with  the  rise  of  the  hill 
to  the  lighted  sky. 

Ours  is  a  wide  acreage  both  of  bad  land  and  of  good 
land 

Where,  flocked  above,  the  hovering  plovers  lean 
windwards  as  they  fly. 

Meadows  there  are  where  at  evening  the  deep  green 
shadows  lengthen 

And  the  high  grass  leaps  up  to  hide  the  pattern  of 
the  stream ; 

Meadows  where,  in  a  silent  meditation,  our  best 
thoughts  strengthen 

And  rise  into  the  sweeter  air  upon  the  wing  of  a 
dream. 
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SPRING 


There  is  woodland  and  gorseland  and  wide  stretches 
where  the  heather 

Cushions  and  spreads  itself  over  the  close-bit  grass. 

All  yields  in  its  own  fashion  and  the  harvest  reaped 
together 

Wastes  neither  nor  wants  in  that  full  circle  of  the 
seasons  as  they  pass. 

Mount  to  this  hill-crest  above  which  the  lark, 
ascending, 

Beats  up  the  steps  of  light  towards  the  summit  of 
the  day. 

See  where  the  patterned  counties,  portioned  in  God’s 
lending. 

Narrow  into  the  blue  webbing  of  the  mist  and 
pale  away. 

There’s  the  full  circle  with  its  transcendent  meaning  ! 

From  this  uplifted  vision,  dwindles  to  tenant  right 

The  boastful  grasp,  the  blind,  the  over-weening 

Pride  of  proud  men,  the  gaudy  panoply  of  might. 

Spring  is  it  from  that  hill-crest  ?  Is  the  blossom 
blowing  ? 

Looks  the  grass  greener  in  the  orchards  for  the 
pink  and  white  ? 

Sail  the  clouds  higher  for  the  tide  of  west  wind 
flowing  ? 

Softens  the  air  now  in  the  tinted  light  ? 
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SPRING 


Spring  !  For  the  soft  grey  ploughing  days  are  past 
and  over ; 

Red  even  now  with  rusty  rime  the  steel  blade 
lies  at  rest ; 

Now  in  the  trefoiled  leaf  of  spreading  clover 
The  water  diamonds  lie  upon  its  breast. 

Here  is  the  glittering  moment  of  the  soul’s  up¬ 
rising, 

The  morning  of  the  year  when,  in  the  brake,  that 
first  still  note. 

Whispering  the  voice  of  life,  all  enterprising. 

Ventures  and  starts  and  trembles  from  a  finch’s 
throat. 

Here  is  the  hour  of  lovers  and  of  all  life  mating. 

The  full  sped  circle  spent  and  spun  again. 

The  eternal  purpose,  knowing  no  abating. 

Earth,  a  mistress,  yielding  to  the  caress  of  April 
rain. 

Lie  down,  give  space  to  thought  and,  flung  on  elbows 
leaning. 

Close  to  the  breast  of  earth,  yet  high  here  where 
the  larks  soar. 

Take  wonder  at  the  cornfields  to  their  harvest  greening 
That  once  were  stripes  of  gold  and  will  be  gold 
once  more. 
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SPRING 


That  chain  of  meadows  where  the  faint  stream 
lingers 

With  scent  of  mint  and  deep-ranked  javelins  of 
sedge, 

Lies  also  in  that  unscribed  radius  where  Earth’s 
tireless  fingers 

Gather  the  force  of  life  and  urge  it  to  the  circle’s 
edge. 

All  that  those  meadows  yield  to  them  was  yielded. 

Life  is  not  withered  in  the  sun-dried  grass ; 

The  very  hands  with  which  the  scythe  was  wielded 

Gave  that  which  must  forever  go  and  yet  can  never 
pass. 
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Th  Song  of  the  Plough 

I  am  the  precursor  of  God, 

The  earth  divides  at  my  blade. 
Upturned  by  me,  beneath  each  sod. 
The  seed  of  the  soul  is  laid. 

The  earth  divides  at  my  blade ; 

Like  water  the  furrows  roll. 

By  my  bright  steel  the  bed  is  made 
For  the  delivering  of  the  soul. 

Upturned  by  me,  beneath  each  sod, 

I  set  Life’s  purpose  free  ; 

The  deep  impenetrable  will  of  God 
Is  bared  to  sight  by  me. 

The  seed  of  the  soul  is  laid ; 

The  warm  wind  lends  its  breath ; 
I  am  the  implement  God  made 
To  outroot  the  weed  of  Death. 
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Pollination 

TO  H.  L. 

The  clover  bares  her  honeyed  breast 
The  red  rose  pouts  her  lip  ; 

With  downcast  heads  the  daffodils 
Through  all  the  green  wood  dip 
For  any  bee  to  sip. 

Love’s  other  messengers  there  are 
On  scintillating  wing. 

To  orchid  and  to  berberis 
’Tis  they  alone  can  bring 
The  passion  of  the  Spring. 

And  in  the  morning  of  the  year 
Just  e’er  the  green  buds  break 
The  crimson  hazel  sets  her  bloom 
Before  the  world’s  awake 
And  trembles  for  love’s  sake. 

But  none  can  win  the  hazel  bloom 
However  she  be  kind. 

Such  kisses  on  her  deep  red  lips 
As  love  can  ever  find 
Are  kisses  of  the  wind. 
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Higl)  Mass 

I  never  knew  at  day-break 
That,  for  a  little  space, 

The  birds  made  such  a  raptured  song 
In  every  leafy  place — 

As  though  it  were  their  grace. 

As  though  it  were  their  grace  song — 
For,  scarcely  ’tis  begun 
To  reach  the  swelling  note  of  praise. 
Before  their  thanks  are  done. 

They  silence  one  by  one. 

But,  for  those  still  first  moments. 

Before  the  day’s  awake. 

They  sing  as  though  they  held  High  Mass 
In  every  tree  and  brake — 

As  ’twere  for  God  His  sake. 

I  never  knew  that,  listening — 

And  with  an  eager  ear — 

To  music  in  the  choirs  of  God, 

The  human  heart  could  hear — 

And  still  be  full  of  fear. 
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Company 

I  am  not  given  to  new  friends. 

When  the  day  ends 
And  twilight  falls 

Like  blue  powder  settling — and  an  owl  calls 

The  curfew  for  the  night 

As  it  sees  the  yellow  prick  of  my  candle  light, 

It  is  the  voices  I  know  I  care  for. 

That’s  what  my  bookshelves  are  there  for, 

Over  the  desk  and  behind  my  chair 
So  that,  turning  only,  I  can  just  see  where 
The  rubicund  face  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne 
Seeks  preferment  to  be  taken  down 
From  the  shadowed  corner  where  he  waits 
Beside  the  pale,  vellumed  face  of  Yeats. 

I  do  not  wish  acquaintance  with  books — 

A  nodding  acquaintance  so  that  when  one  looks 
Down  at  me  in  the  crowded  street 
Of  library  shelves,  I  can,  as  we  meet. 

Doff  my  hat  and  airily  say — 

“  Oh,  yes — I  met  him  at  So-and-So’s — ^yesterday.” 

I  would  sooner  have  just  a  few  friends 
When  the  day  ends. 

Than  pass  as  one  moving  in  the  high  society 
Of  books,  being  well  acquainted  with  propriety ; 
Addressing  them  correctly  by  their  titles. 

Talking  small  talk  and  knowing  nothing  of  their  vitals. 
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COMPANY 


There  are  certain  hours  I  could  name — 

No  others  are  quite  the  same — 

Hours  at  the  door  of  dreams 
When  it  somehow  seems 
A  friend  talks  more  intimately. 

There  is  an  hour  just  after  tea. 

It  is  winter  dark  and  no  thought  shackles 
Your  mind  and  the  fire  crackles 
And  the  wind  outside  rises  higher  and  higher 
Like  children  singing  in  a  choir. 

There  is  a  faint  sense  of  gloom 

The  lamplight  presses  into  corners  of  the  room. 

It  is  Yeats  I’d  have  talking  to  me  then 

Of  Slieve  Echtge  and  long  grasses  in  the  glen 

Of  Mary  Hines  at  Ballylee 

And,  of  course,  the  lake  Island  of  Innisfree. 

I  never  take  up  that  deep-margined  book 
But  what,  turning  the  pages,  my  eyes  look. 

My  senses  swim  and  my  heart  wonders  how 
I  will  arise  and  go  now— — ” 

Just  came  into  any  man’s  pen  to  write. 

So  near  it  brings  dawn  after  night. 
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COMPANY 


O,  and  there  are  times  too  on  a  sick  bed— 

Not  too  sick  to  raise  your  head — 

When  you  lie  still,  by  time  unhampered, 

With  hot  food  in  cups  and  with  pillows  pampered. 

The  hours  run  softly  by  with  no  alarm 
Like  children  tip-toed  and  all  arm  in  arm. 

Those  are  times,  when  the  clock’s  pulse  beats. 

When  you  lie  warm  in  linen  sheets. 

Curled  up  under  the  clothes — ^like  a  mouse 
And  read  of  Alan  and  David  in  the  deck-house. 

Of  hair-breadth  escapes  and  heroic  feats. 

I  like  to  shudder  in  warm  sheets. 

And  when  the  wind  rattles  against  the  dormer 
Somehow  it  seems  to  make  sheets  warmer. 

There  are  places  too — as  well  as  times — 

Where  all  one’s  thoughts  run  in  rhymes 
And  in  sweet  note 

With  the  friend  in  the  pocket  of  one’s  coat. 

I  like  to  take  down  from  their  shelves 

Those — what  does  Gosse  call  them  ? — dumpy  twelves. 

The  little  books  that  need  no  bringing 

But  just  come  along  with  you — singing 

Your  song — your  companions — you  their  debtor 

Because  they  sing  it  a  thousand  times  better. 
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Think  of  Jeffries  on  the  Sussex  downs 
Far  from  the  noise  of  towns, 

Lying  beside  you  on  that  short  grass  of  high  hills 

With  a  lark  above  that  fills 

Heaven  to  give  them  all  their  music  there 

And  still  leaves  notes  trembling  in  the  air 

To  make  your  Heaven  with  before  it’s  due 

And  the  voice  of  Jeffries  there  with  you — 

That  even,  placid  voice  that  tells 
With  all  the  simple  chime  of  three  church  bells 
Such  wonders  as  you  never  could  reveal 
Not  in  the  compass  of  a  cathedral  peal. 

Near  by  Heyshott  of  the  Downs  there  is  a  stream 
Where  the  gold  gleam 
From  amber  flints 
Sparkles  and  glints 

And  with  its  running  ripples  draws  the  eye 
Towards  the  deep  hollows  where  the  brown  trout  lie. 

With  rush  and  eddy  and  sharp  surprise 
Always  my  heart  rises  with  a  leap  as  they  rise. 

In  my  stream  of  blood  I  feel  the  rings  that  curl 
After  that  sudden  splash  and  swirl. 

Meredith  sounds  very  wise  there — 

Too  wise  perhaps. 
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A  thousand  women  fair. 
Would  scarce  revolt  while  life  had  the  song 
Of  that  stream  tumbling  along 
Over  the  sandy  bottom  and  yellow  pebbles, 

Sweet  alto  to  the  choir  of  trebles 
In  the  beeches  and  the  alder. 

There,  I  fancy,  if  her  mate  called  her 

The  hen-bird  would  not  stay  to  barter 

Or  suffer  any  wise  reason  to  part  her 

From  the  passionate  tremor  of  fluttered  wings 

And  a  voice  like  his  that  sings 

From  spring’s  first  day-break  to  the  spring  night 

All  that  the  winter  taught  him  of  love’s  delight. 

He  is  too  wise  for  that,  is  Meredith, 

Yet  there  is  one  spot  where  he  is  a  friend  to  be  with — 
A  shallow,  where  some  little  road  runs  through 
That  mirror  of  the  sky’s  blue. 

When  the  wheels  of  a  cart  have  passed  and  spoken 
And  the  clear  glass  of  the  mirror  broken, 

It  mends  again  its  thousand  pieces 

As  the  stream  smooths  out  the  ripple’s  creases. 

There  is  a  little  bridge  there — a  wooden  span 
For  the  foot  of  man 

And  such  of  the  world  as  chance  to  stray 
Down  Heyshott  way. 
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With  all  his  women  and  his  men 
He’s  not  too  wise  there,  when 
A  Mas’  Gammon  comes  in  hail, 

Throwing  a  good  even  over  the  bridge’s  rail. 

But  best  of  all  let  it  be  the  sea 
Where  I  would  take  a  friend  with  me. 

I  like  to  watch  the  long  wave  reach 
The  sandy  beach 

Or,  gathering  volume  for  the  hammer  blow, 
Shatter  in  glassy  spray  upon  the  rocks  below. 

That’s  a  place  to  lie  ! 

Where  the  battlements  of  rocks  are  high 

And  the  ear  never  waits 

For  that  mailed  fist  beating  on  castle  gates. 

Clear,  sonorous  accompaniment  can  that  be 
To  the  smite  and  ring  of  words  in  Carlyle’s  smithy. 

I  am  not  given  to  new  friends 
When  the  day  ends. 

My  heart  is  not  a  rover. 

I  like  the  bird  that  sings  his  song  twice  over. 

The  swallow  that  returns  again  to  last  year’s  eaves. 

I  like  the  damp  scent  of  last  year’s  leaves. 

Lying  heaped  and  brown  in  the  wood. 
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Nothing  is  dead  that  once  was  good. 

I  like  the  common  flowers  nature  grows 
That  all  see  as  they  pass  by  and  no  one  knows. 

For  friends  and  books  and  places  on  the  earth 
All  of  these  have  re-birth 
And  to  a  mere  thought 
Are  brought 

Like  flowers  by  the  wanted  rain 
To  April  freshness  of  life  again. 

Give  me  the  things  that  never  could  be  mine — 

A  still  dawn  breaking,  sunset  and  star-shine, 

The  tenant  right  of  the  wild  hills. 

The  fluted  note  of  a  running  stream  that  fills 
The  pitcher  of  music  in  the  hollowed  ground 
With  life’s  sweet  sanctity  of  sound — 

Give  me  those  things  all  have  and  none  possess. 
The  sweet  companions  of  our  loneliness. 

And  for  a  book  beside  my  bed 

Give  me  that  which  few  know  but  all  have  read. 

I  am  not  given  to  new  friends 
When  the  day  ends. 

It  is  the  voices  I  know  I  care  for. 

That’s  what  my  bookshelves  are  there  for. 

SO 


Afy  Ven  is  B^mpty 

My  pen  is  empty  of  all  but  ink. 

My  heart  is  empty  of  all  but  tears, 

While  I  sit  here  by  the  fire  and  think 

Of  the  short  glad  hours  and  the  long  sad  years. 

With  but  a  thought  in  my  pen  Pd  write. 

With  but  a  hope  in  my  heart  Pd  sing ; 

But  Pm  old,  as  the  long  sad  years  to-night. 

For  the  short  glad  hours  that  have  taken  wing. 


51 


A.  Kind,  Sweet  Spinster 

A  kind,  sweet  spinster  she, 

Deftly  Love  made  her. 

It  wrung  her  hands,  it  wrung  her  heart. 

Washed  her  soft  cheeks  with  tears  that  smart. 

So  took  and  set  her  life  apart 
And  then — betrayed  her. 

A  kind,  sweet  spinster  she — 

Haply  we  find  her. 

Who  knows  how  lovers’  hearts  can  ache 
For  some  lost  love,  for  some  sweet  sake. 

And  can  our  heads  upon  her  bosom  take. 

For  love’s  behind  her. 

A  kind,  sweet  spinster  she — 

Would  I  had  found  her ; 

Found  her  when  beech-woods  wore  their  apple-green. 
And  life  and  youth  had  all  a  spring-time  sheen  ! 

Love  with  her  then  forever  would  have  been 
A  girdle  round  her. 
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Deepdale 


I  met  my  love  in  Deepdale  glen 
Where  seldom  fall  the  feet  of  men. 

The  sundew  was  in  blossom  then 
Beside  the  mountain  water. 

O,  broken  dawn  that  saw  our  tryst ! 

O,  brows  of  day  by  sun -rise  kissed  ! 

Her  blush  was  clad  in  wreaths  of  mist 
When  in  my  arms  I  caught  her. 

The  early  morning  light  was  clear 
And  nothing  but  my  love  was  near. 

God  sent  me  there  to  find  my  dear 
And  lose  her  never  after. 

O,  sweet  brown  hair  about  my  eyes  ! 

O5  parted  lips  in  still  surprise ! 

Where  love  leans  down  and  faints  and  dies 
And  wakes  in  lovers’  laughter. 
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Down  the  Aisle 


Down  the  aisle  of  my  green  lane 
I  have  heard  the  whitethroat  singing 
And  all  the  sainted  trees  take  up 
The  voice  of  Spring’s  beginning. 
Down  the  aisle  of  my  green  lane 
Where  the  bugle  starts  its  blue, 

I  go  to  my  Communion 
Of  dearest  thoughts  with  you. 


54 


When  the  birches  Redden 


When  the  birches  redden 
And  the  still  mists  rise, 

When  the  sap  turns  in  the  ash  again 
And  the  long  surprise 
Of  Spring  waking  out  of  Winter  sleep 
Steals  through  each  ever-unaccustomed  vein 
And  brings  the  resurgent  sense  of  life 
And  the  neap  tides  of  love  again, 

I  stand  on  a  hill  of  the  world 
And  with  unclouded  vision  see 
You,  in  the  coming  year — 

You,  drawing  nearer  to  me. 
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Th  Dead  Leaves 


The  dead  leaves  from  the  oaks  are  flying — 
Brown  butterflies  of  March — 

And  tightly  woven  cones  are  lying 
Underneath  the  larch. 

The  jangling  keys  of  ash  are  swaying 
On  their  girdle  ring — 

There  can  be  little  more  delaying 
To  open  doors  of  Spring. 

To-day  the  crimson  flowers  are  breaking 
On  the  hazel  tree 

And  beech  buds  turning  to  their  waking 
Waken  life  in  me. 


56 


Varting  is  Naugbf 

Parting  is  naught — 

The  quick,  sharp  wrench  of  hands  apart, 

The  swift,  last  look  of  aching  eyes. 

The  broken  breath,  the  tears  that  start. 

The  dumb  wonder  and  the  mute  surprise 
That  neither  will,  nor  love,  nor  God  have  power 
To  add  one  moment  to  the  parting  hour. 

Parting  is  naught — 

Each  winter’s  filled  with  parting  things — 

The  leaves  that  from  the  elm  tree  fall. 

The  chaffinch  and  her  mate  that  no  more  sings. 
The  spread  of  Death  that  settles  over  all. 

All  this  is  parting — but  Life  comes  again 
With  just  the  finger’s  touch  of  April  rain. 

Parting  is  naught — 

But  oh  the  long,  sad  hours  that  draw 
Their  weary  feet  down  paths  of  endless  days ; 
Knowing  there  is  no  meeting  evermore. 

No  April  rain,  no  song  of  Spring-time  praise. 

Here  is  a  pain  that  quivers  at  a  touch, 

God  brings  to  those  who’ve  loved  too  much. 
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Whatever  Company 

TO  C.  H. 

Whatever  company  I  take, 

Whatever  highway  I  am  shown, 

By  night-time  or  at  morning  break 
It  is  my  charge  to  walk  alone. 

Whatever  friend  stretch  out  his  hand. 
Whatever  love  the  bolt  unbars, 

I  wander  in  a  foreign  land 

Between  the  furrow  and  the  stars. 

Whatever  hands  shall  make  my  bed. 
Whatever  beck’ning  voices  cry 
The  more  let  me  hold  up  my  head 
When  I  go  out  alone  to  die. 


Th  Wayfarer’s  Wind 

I  have  caught  the  scent  of  the  wild  winds  of 
freedom, 

The  Wayfarer’s  wind,  with  salt  in  the  flail  of  the 
spray — ■ 

Swift  as  galloping  horses  over  the  headlands. 

Loud,  then  low  as  music  across  the  bay. 

How  it  smarts  the  blood  and  stings  in  the  eager 
nostrils ! 

There’s  promise  it  brings  when  the  scourge  of  these 
days  be  done ; 

A  summer  of  hours  alone  in  the  earth’s  wild  places. 

Drinking  light  and  laughter  and  air  and  sun. 

Light  that  is  clear  as  the  drops  of  a  spring’s  white 
water. 

Laughter  like  down  on  the  lift  and  the  drift  of  the 
breeze. 

Air  that  is  cleansed  like  snow  for  the  lung’s  first 
breathing. 

Sun  that  urges  the  sap  in  the  sapling  trees. 

But  all  we  must  do,  with  our  hearts  pent  up  for  the 
doing, 

And  all  we  must  pray  for  when  Hope’s  last  thread 
is  spun. 

Lies  straight  as  the  path  of  an  arrow  the  bow  shoots 
sunwards. 

Before  that  promise  of  summer  days  be  won. 

59 


THE  wayfarer’s  WIND 


Up,  then,  and  do  with  these  hands  that  be  tired  of 
labour ! 

Hope  on,  with  your  heart  blood-sick  at  the  close 
of  the  day ! 

For  there’s  noise  in  the  air  of  the  Wayfarer’s  wind 
of  freedom. 

Loud,  then  low  as  music  across  the  bay. 
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On  a  Grey  Day 

Give  me  a  voice  to  sing  with  on  a  grey  day 
Like  that  thrush  in  the  holly,  sweet  and  gay, 
Trying  his  notes  over  each  different  way 
Till  he  makes  perfect. 

Give  me  a  voice  to  sing  with — 

On  a  grey  day. 

Give  me  the  eyes  to  see  with  when  every  cloud 
Shuts  heaven  out  and  only  the  chosen  are  allowed 
Like  that  thrush  who  sits  in  the  holly — proud 
To  see  Spring  coming. 

Give  me  the  eyes  to  see  with 
Beyond  the  cloud. 

Give  me  the  heart  to  hear  with  when  earth  lies  still 
And  the  Spring  that  promised  has  blown  over 
the  hill 

And  only  the  thrush  in  the  holly  sits  tuning 
his  trill 

To  make  love  perfect. 

Give  me  the  heart  to  hear  with 
When  earth  lies  still. 
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Rides 


The  lanes  are  richer  now  of  late 
Than  Leadenhall  or  Bishopsgate  ; 

I  never  saw  such  silver  there 
As  in  the  woods  is  everywhere, 

And  gold,  that’s  an  unheard  of  thing. 

Is  here  the  currency  of  Spring. 

The  woodsman  has  more  wealth  by  far 
Than  they  who  pass  through  Temple  Bar  ; 
Dead  leaves  are  softer  ’neath  his  feet 
Than  pavements  in  Throgmorton  Street, 

And  those  who  seed  the  earth  again 
Do  sweeter  trade  than  Creechurch  Lane. 

The  drapers  all  around  St.  Paul’s 
Hear  nothing  when  the  blackbird  calls ; 

I  would  not  be  as  rich  as  they 
If  I  should  lose  this  golden  day,  * 

Or  change  the  sallow  buds  I’ve  plucked 
For  rents  in  Holborn  Viaduct. 

If  you  should  stand  on  Ludgate  Hill 
You  would  not  hear  the  thrush’s  trill 
As  now  I  hear  it  in  the  brake 
Before  the  day  is  half  awake. 

And  greater  passion’s  in  my  pride 

Than  Lord  Mayors  prancing  down  Cheapside. 
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Conquest 


It  is  not  for  this  once  I  lift  my  head 

And  see  beyond  the  long  streaked  pattern  of  the  rain 
A  sun  that  makes  leaves  gold  that  once  were  dead, 

A  joy  that  for  this  once  will  conquer  pain. 


Not  for  this  once  it  is  I  see  the  test 

My  spirit  must  pass  through  to  the  eternal  day. 
Or,  in  the  encounter  of  my  fate,  find  zest 
To  meet  adversity  and  beat  its  sw^ord  away. 

Far  rather  let  me  know  and  understand 

That  when  this  storm  has  broken  and  the  sun 
Laughs  out  in  gold  upon  a  happy  land 
My  adventure  has  not  ended,  but  begun. 

And  through  the  Spring,  on  to  the  Winter’s  dread 
So  ever  as  the  seasons  break  and  mend 
Not  for  this  once  let  me  uphold  my  head 
But  ever  bear  it  so,  until  the  end. 
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Explorers 

Buckle  on  me  a  sword  of  courage,  sheathed. 

Give  me  a  staff  of  peace  to  guide  my  feet. 

And  bid  me  find  a  land  where  never  man  has  breathed 
The  breath  of  hate  to  make  the  air  less  sweet. 

One  by  my  side,  resolved,  if  so  I  might. 

To  tune  our  footsteps  into  beat  and  stand. 

When  gathers  up  the  overcrowding  of  the  night. 
And  touch  my  trembling  pulse — and  understand. 

One  who  would  know  as  the  still  morning  broke 
And  the  first  sun-ray  hurled  its  healing  spear. 
That  when  I  laughed  and  touched  my  sword  and 
boastfully  awoke, 

I  had  not  through  the  night  been  too  afraid  to  fear. 
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A  Vroverh 


Go  home  never  without  stick  or  stone. 

Home  is  the  heap  that  you  have  gathered — 

Stone  for  the  house  and  stick  for  the  fire  ! 

Ne’er  may  a  man  get  his  heart’s  desire 
But  if  he  carries  a  stick  or  a  stone 
There’s  a  flame  to  befriend  him.  He’s  not  alone. 

Go  home  never  without  stick  or  stone. 

Home  is  the  end  of  your  life’s  endeavour — 

Stick  for  a  staff  and  stone  for  a  wall ! 

What  happens  your  heart  may  happen  all 
But  if  you  carry  a  stone  or  a  stick 
There’s  a  wall  to  hide  you,  be  it  thin  or  thick. 
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To  Walter  de  la  Mare — A.  Rhyme 

None  happier  with  the  verses  writ 
By  Walter  de  la  Mare 
Are  there  than  L  Fd  like  to  sit 
With  Walter  de  la  Mare 
And  watch  those  people  that  he  finds 
Who  always  seem  to  pull  the  blinds 
Just  when  you’re  prying  in  to  look 
Between  the  pages  of  his  book 
And  disappear  as  though  it  were 
No  right  of  yours  to  interfere. 

To  me  they  all  appear  so  slim 
But  don’t  of  course  escape  from  him. 

I  like  the  silly  things  they  do 
That  make  it  seem  the  sillier  you 
Who  cannot  see  they  must  be  sense 
To  people  of  intelligence. 

I  like  the  splendid  waste  of  time 
He  seems  to  take  to  make  a  rhyme 
When,  looking  back  with  scorn  of  youth 
You  find  he’s  dropped  a  grain  of  truth. 

I  like  the  animals  he  knows 
Each  one  that  comes,  each  one  that  goes 
And  disappearing,  tell  you  that 
There’re  always  things  to  wonder  at. 

Pigs  that  were  only  pigs  before 
They  still  are  pigs — but  something  more — 
And  when  they  snuffle  in  the  ground 
I  can’t  help  wondering  what  they’ve  found. 
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TO  WALTER  DE  LA  MARE - A  RHYME 


He  could  when  all  is  done  and  said 
Put  brains  into  a  cabbage  head. 

Fd  swear  with  all  sincerity 
That  that  is  what  he’s  done  to  me. 

Fll  tell  him  one  day  if  I  can — 

Fve  never  met  the  gentleman. 

I  write  these  rhymes  in  case  we  mayn’t — 
For  poets  rarely  come  acquaint. 
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A  Merry -Thought 

If  I  might  pull  a  meriy-thought 
And  choose  a  wish  to  kind  me 
As  soon  Fd  leave  as  I  had  wrought 
A  book  of  verse  behind  me. 

It  need  not  be  a  bulky  sheaf 
With  cantos  tenned  or  twentied — 
Yet  not  too  slight  to  press  a  leaf 
Some  love  had  dearly  scented. 

Nor  do  I  ask  it  should  be  bound 
In  vellum  or  in  leather — 

But  stout  enough,  as  folk  are  gowned 
For  misty  mushroom  weather. 
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